And I saw his hair, and all
The ruffling of his hem,
As over the clovers his bare feet
Trod without stirring them.
Polly---she cried ; and, oh !
We ran, until the lane
Turned by the miller's roaring wheel.
And we \vere safe again.
AS I  DID  ROVE
As I did rove in blinded night.
Raying the sward, in slender ring,
A cirque I saw whose crystal light
Tranced my despair with glittering.
Slender its gold ; in hues of dream
Its jewels burned, smiting my eyes
Like wings that flit about the stream
That waters Paradise.
Sorrow broke in my heart to see
A thing so lovely ; and I heard
Cry from its dark security
A 'wilderedbird.
THE PATH
Is it an abbey that I see
Hard-by that tapering poplar-tree,
Whereat that path hath end ?
'Tis wondrous still
That empty hill,
Yet calls me, friend.
Smooth is the turf, serene the sky,
The time worn, crumbling roof awry;
Within that turret slim
Hangs there a bell
Whose faint notes knell ?
Do colours dim
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